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grThe brilliant Ida- Litutgbtos
again graces, our columns: ' 1

V-"-'

[For the Gallipolis Journal.]

THE MIDNIGHT SHOWER.
; ,.

Tatter, patter, on the roof, ,"
Patter-patter-g- oes the rain;

want ihurer token, - ! ;! ' ;

That the ion will chine, again.

Patter jatter-H- )n the roof;-Patt- er

patter, goes the rain;
Thronging mem'rieg of my childhood,

Come in long, unbroken train.

Patter patter on tie roof,

Patter patter goes the run;
Jlany visions of the absent.

Fill my lonely heart again.

Fatter patter on the roof,
:; Patter patter goes the rain,

'
Never felt so sweet assurance,
- That there's pleasure in pain.
t t 'j - - - 'Patter patter, on thereof, -

Patter patter, goes the rainj
Throng a speetie-erov- a of castles,

Castles that were reared in vain. , T.
Pattern-patte- r, on the roof,

Paber fitter, goes the rain; ' !

See once more a phantom vessel,
Long been gashing on the main. .

Patter patter, on the roof,
' Patter patter, goes the rain:
In that barque are aspirations,

Held to earth with ron chain.

Patter patter, on the roof,
- Patter patter, goes the rain;
Curtains drawn and scenes are shifted;

Pleasant memories come again.

Patter patter, on the roof,
. Patter patter, goes the rain;
Loving words, and tones, and glances,

In a fair and smiling train.

Patter patter, on the roof ,
Patter patter, goes the rain;

Visions of a sunny future, .
Gaily flitting o'er my brain.

Patter patter, on the roof, .

Patter patter, goes the rain; ' "

Soothing, lulling, midnight music, ' "
Consciousness upon the wane.

ratter patter, on the roof, " .

" Patter patter, goes the rain; . ,
Spirit can'st thou bring no token;

Have thine hours been spent in vain?

Patter patter, on the roof,
": Patter patter goes the rain;
Sleep waken,

And begin thy life again.
IDA LIVINGSTON.

COAL'S MOUTH, VA.

SERENADE.

BY R. H. STODDARD.

The moon is muffled in a cloud,
Sbat folds the lover's star, ' -

But still beneath thy balcony :

I touch my soft guitar. .

If thou art waking, lady dear,
. The fairest in the land, '

TJnbar thy wreathing lattice now, ' ' '

; And wave thy snowy hand.

She tears me not; her spirit lies ,

In trances mute and deep;
But music turns the golden key

Within the gate of sleep!

Then let her sleep, and if I fail '

'To set ler spirit free, . . .
I

My song will mingle with her dream,
And she will dream of me! :

DREAMS.

Oh! there ib a dream of early youth,
And it never comes again;

'Tie a vision of light, and life, and truth,
'That flits across the brain; '. .;

And love is the theme, of that early
t dream,-- ; c: ;

"

So wild, so warm, bo new,! - t ? I r.J.
That in all after years I deem " "

That early dream we sue. " r" r V,

And there is a dream of hoary age,: '
'TJs a vision of gold in store;- - ' 7

Of sums' noted down, on the figured
.. .'page; '."" ' T ; M l"":Vl7 - '."

To De counted' o'er and o'er; ' ; '
And in' our glitteringwe fondly trust

. , " " ";.x dust, i 'Vvei'
As a refuge from grief and pain, . ".

Till our limbs are laid on that last dark
... :bed, '.;..! I. ,

Where the wealth of the world is vain.

And , is it thus, from man's birth to the
grayer ..-(- ,-

In the path where alj are treading,
Is there nought in that long career to

:.r, Xgave. - ".: ' " '' '

From remorse or
Oh yea, there's a dream so pure, so- bright,'.' -- ;.' i

That the being to whom it is given
Hath bathed in a sea of livins light;

And the theme of that dream is Ha a- -i

. ""1'VBH.

23r'HowshaHI treat my husband?"
enquires a fair correspondent, t. Answer:
make him mind you. Scold him if he
don't; if --that won't, dp,, shed- - a few
heart-felt'- ', tears', ia the presence of ,00m-panx)v-

his "conduct; Or? go. to some
neighboring gossip, and tell of iia fanlta

you will have-- treated .. him ' thea
to Hie 'latest eTistbm" in Socie-

ty,1 and that' enough for any fitffecUoD.--
ate witetoax),;:.,,.,,.;!,. j.Vi-,-..- ;.

Aw old Bot Hkret VAHDniownb
crossed the plains in 1852, is now liv-
ing in Oregon; at tfie age of S2 years, is
bale and hearty, andean make bis fifty

[From the American Union.]

THE WOODMAN'S DAUGHTER;

OR, OVERCOMING AN OBSTACLE.

BY OLIVER OPTIC.

CHAPTER
'Nay, nay, "beautiful Evelyne, I love

you," exclaimed Eugene Walworth, to
the fair girl, whose arms entwined bis
manly form.' - - -

"Ah. Eusrene, you are rich, the son
of a proud father; lam the daughter of
a poor woodman, looking forward to no
heritage but a lifetime of toil and hard-
ship," replied Evelyne, throwing a
glance full of anxiety, as it was of love
and tenderness, upon him.

"I will redeem you from your desti
ny; you shall escape the drudgery of
labor you shall be a lady." .

"Alas, I fear it can never be." .

"It must be, dearest; these hands
were never formed to do a menial's of-

fice, nor the light of that beautiful eye
to be wasted upon a boor. . No, love,
let me bear you away from these deso-

late woods."
"Where would you bear me, Eugene?"
"To New Orleans; we can be happv

there."
"Will you make me your wife, Eu-

gene!" and the delicate frame of the
maiden seemed to tremble with anxiety,
as she put the momentous question.

"You are suspicious, love; you do
not yet repose in confidence upon my
honor." .

"Ah, Eugene, you love me; but is
your affection such as an honest maiden
can encourage? Nay, Eugjne, you
shrink from me." '

"On my life, I do not!"
"You cannot love the daughter of a

poor woodman," sighed Evelyne.
"As I love my own soul!"
"You will wed one of the proud

damsels ot tne circle in wnicn you
move. Better, Eugene, that you go
now, than lead me to love where it can
not be requited."

"Nay, Evelyne, you are cruel.
love you, and can never forsake you?"

"Will you make me your wife?" .

The young man hesitated.
Ah, 1 knew it was so, said she, as

a brace of pearly tears slid down her
cheeks.

"My father would never consent to
such a union, beautiful Evelyne; but
we can still be happy.

"Nay, leave me then," returned the
disappointed maiden, as she attempted
to disenrajre herself from the embrace
of her-love- r. . ,

"On my soul, Evelyne, I love you.'
"As the wolf loves his prey."
"You are cruel; I would not harm

you for the world," .

"Why have you spent a week in my
presence,' won my

' heart, pleaded your
love till I confessed my existence was
bound up in you "j:.; Why have you re
mained here, if you think not of mar
riage?" - -

"I said not that marriage was impos
eible; I only pointed - out the distance
between our respective social positions

"You would be ashamed of me, then,
in the bright hall of gayety and fash
ion?" '.- - --

'

'
"No, Evelyne, you are worthy to

walk the palace of a prince. ,

"Iram not the ignorant being that
my station would seem to indicate, in
the silent-shad- of these woods, I have
attained that knowledge which the
world demands;, and I have spent three
years in a Doaramg-scnoo- i.

"Jame not these things, dearest; the
heart careth not for them." "

I wuold prove myself worthy to be
your wife."1 :

;

"Youare worthy, my love, replied
Eugene, again enfolding her in his arms;
"I am an only son;- - but my lather, who
is proud of his family, name, would dis-

inherit me if I should marry beneath

Then you love your wealth better
than you love me."

V-- M

"1 our wrong me, JSveiyne.'v
."'Choose between it and me; promise

to make me your .wife or let us . part
here and now tveven'V-i::-- j- -- - .1

The devoted girl gazed 'fondly into
his face, while, her heart almost over-

powered her with its anxious flutterings.
Xhe conversation we nave narrated

occurred at a wood-yar- d, on the banks
of. the Mississippi. Eugene Walworth
had gone ashore, while the steamer in
which he was a passenger on his way to
the north, to spend the summer months,
was "wooding up." - Wandering among
the' lofty cotton woods on the banks of
the river, be bad encountered r.velyne.

She was a beautiful creature, and his
senses were encnamed. - -- Uallantly ac-

costing her, a conversation had ensued,
m which he was surprised to find in her
a delicate taste and a cultivated mind,
far superior to the station to which she
belonged. . .!.J".'.'.'j ... ';:;,' . . ..
' More: beauuiui - than 7 the.-prince- ly

dames in whose society he moved, his
heart became interested in her. He
tarried long by her ' sidej and when the
bell of the steamer summoned him to go
on board, again, he! found it difficult-t-

tear himself away. They' walked to--

rether" to the landing ' but ere thev
reached .i.iha, steamer, was casting oif
her fasts, and rounding out into the
stream' 'Hastening. to recover' the time
he had lost, he reached the. "bank, just
as the bow was receding from the shore.
With a mad spring he attempted to
reach the boat, but was. precipitated into

' The swift current was carryino-hi-

down, when the maiden of the woodr

yard, with a promptness that would have
done honor to the experience of a man,
sprung into a batteau, and pushed off to
ni8 rescue.

She managed the boat with skill and
calmness, and in another moment Eu-

gene was safe. Assisting her to paddle
the boat to the shore, they landed, and
Evelyne conducted him to her father's
cabin.

The steamer backed in again; but no
passenger appeared, and after deposit-
ing Eugene's baggage upon the shore,
departed again. The young man, with
the weight of obligation that now rested
upon him, added to the strong interest
he had before felt in Evelyne, had no
desire to leave her so soon.

He spent a week at the wood-yar- d,

and the hearts of both were smitten.
Eugene loved her, though to what end
he hardly knew himself. But the fair
girl had begun to regard the future with
some interest, and had put in execution
her intention of knowing the purpose of
her lover.

On the following day Eugene took his
leave, with the promise to visit the
wood-yar- d again, and to endeavor to
overcome all obstacles to their mar-
riage.

CHAPTER II.
It is a trite saying, that "men are not

always what they seem to be." The
father of Evelyne, though a woodman,
was still the possessor of an abundance
of the goods of his world. In the oc-

cupation in which he had spent the
greater part of his lifetime, he had ac-

cumulated a handsome property, which
had been tripled by some fortunate
speculations in Memphis.

A lore of bis forest life, however,
had still caused him to clino- - to his
calling after he was well able to retire,
and live upon his income. ' His log!
cabin was a comfortable abode; Ins
wife and daughter were contented and
happy, so that he had nothing to hope
for in a change of residence. v

Ben Ballard, as he was familiarly
called, was a man of intelligence. He
bad seen the world; bad read and re-

flected a great deal. He was a sub-

scriber, too, to various newspapers and
magazines; and that, we take it, is what
makes men intelligent, contented, and
happy.

"And so, Evelyne, your fine gentle-
man has gone," said Mr. Ballard, who
had watched with deep interest the
movements of Eugene.

"He has, father," sighed Evelyne.
"I see how it is, girl; he has been

fooling with you." -

"No, father," replied Evelyne blush
ing- - .

"You love the fellow!"
"I do."
"What's the matter, then?"
"His father"
"The old story! You are a poor girl,

and he has got a rich father," inter-
rupted the woodman; "but do you
really love him, Evey?"

"1 do, as my life.
"Is he a worthy fellow isn't'he a

scapegrace?
"Far from it.'; .

"I am not exactly a beggar,' you
know; did you tell him that?"

"JS o, father; a would not bribe him.
"Good! you have got the right

spunk." :'.-.'- .

kvelyne narrated the particulars ot
the several interviews which had taken
place between herself, and Eugene.

"L see it all, continued Mr. Ballard;
'you want to meet on the same footing.

You want to come together in the par-
lor of some nabob If you really love
him, Evelyne I can fetch it round all
right."

"You, father?" '

"Me! sartin'; look here. If that
chap had met you in the governor's
house, it would have been all right."

"Perhaps it is all right now." .

"Doubtful; he is one . of your . 'first
family' folks, and looks down on the
daughter of a poor', woodman that is,
I look poor,' I suppose them that don't
know, think I am.".. ,,

"But he loves" me, father.'-- ' - . :. ''
"Well, perhaps he does." '-

- '
"I know he does."
"Did he offer to marryyou!?
Evelyne hesitated. . ,. :

"That's the pint," continued the
woodman.: -

"Nay, father, he was honorable." ;

"What, to make love to a girl, and
not mean to marry?" . -

"He meant me no wrong."
"If I'd a thought, he did, I'd pulled

out his heart afore . he'd been here two
days," said the warm-heart- ed father,
earnestly.. . . u ..

"He did not, he told me his father
was. rich and proud " . : ;v-- :' '.'

"Yes, yes; well, I think he was hon-

est. You pulled him out of the river,
and he ought to be grateful; but never
mind, Evey, I'll make it all right" ' " '

'."Pray," what can you . do, father?"
asked Evelyne, smiling, for the confident
tones of her father seemed - to assure
her that ber heart's longings " should
yet be satisfied. .'t ..
; --"No matter, girl, 111 fix it." T" - v

Newport Was in the full glory of the
fashionable jseason,., and , the. annual
fancy ball, which had been eagerly an-
ticipated- for-wee- had collected the
gay, brilliant, and beautiful from-al- l

parts of the Union. . ,

; Eugene Walworth was one of the
gay ; Revellers in that brilliant scene.
lie smiled and conversed with ease and

freedom, as though he had never met a
fair maid on the banks of the Missis- -

sippi, as though his heart had never
promised leauy to me cnarms oi a
woodman's beautiful daughter, in the

. distant wilds of Arkansas.
' But we would not do him injustice.

As his eye turned from one to another
of the brilliant ladies who honored the
revel, he saw not one whose form was so
delicately moulded- - not one whose eyes
spoke so eloquently of hidden treas-
ures in the soul not ode whose smile
was so expressive as hers, upon whose
cheek nature had placed the forest rose.

He did think of her, but it was only
with a sigh at the distance which seemed
to divide their social positions.

The hall of the Ocean House blazed
with beauty. The fairest of the land
were there, and Eugene gaily joined
the throng. '. The dance went on, and

poor, fickle youth! the loving heart
in the wilds of Arkansas, was forgotten

at least, for the moment.
' "Who is she?" murmured the crowd

around him, as he stood conversing with
a gay blonde in the garb of an Italian
peasant girl.

Eugene turned to behold one of the
most beautiful beings he bad ever be-

held in his life. She was entering the
hall, leaning upon the arm of Colonel
Powell, ope of the managers. '

"Who is she?"
But not one was able to answer the

question.
Sue must be a lady of distinction it'

was plain, or Colonel Powell, a
sippi planter would not have become
her escort.

r, . , .1 . I .11 , .x.ugene scanterea across me nau 10
obtain a nearer view of the brilliant
stranger; for a moment she was re--
moved by the crowd from his sight,!
until he found himself aUnding close by
her side. : She turned her head, and he
obtained a full view of her features.

Starting back with surprise he gated
intently upon her. -- He had certainly

" ",the
be no, no, it was impossible.

The manager had introduced her to
the throng around her, and she was
already engaged in an animating conver-
sation with a cavalier by her side.

Eugene gazed long and earnestly at
her. She was dressed in the magnifi-
cent costume of a Circassian princess,
and her every .

movement was as grace- -

ful as a fawn's in his native hills. Her
sparkled with an inborn eloquence,

as she spoke and laughed with the gen- -

tleman by her side. Certainly, he had
seen her before. I

'Magnificent! is n't she, Walworth?'
said Colonel Powell, interrupting his
revery. ... i

j

'Who is she, Colonel?' . - - :
. j

'Your arm; I well present you. And
my dear fellow, let me tell you you are,
in luck,' said ' Colonel Powell, conduct-- !
ing Eugene to the peerless lady.

Hereye caught him as he. approached; '

blushed, and ga&d tenderly upon
him. There was no mistaking that i

look. i , .

'Miss Ballard, Mr. Walworth,' said
Colonel Powell.

- The lady bowed gracefully, and of
fered him her gloved hand. He pressed
it warmly, and the pressure was re-

turned.
'Evelyne!' murmured he in a low

tone.
'Eugene!' returned she, smiling arch-

ly at his bewildered air. , v

'What does this mean, Evelyne?
'Nay, Eugene, you shall know all in

good time.'.
Eugene examined her card, and

.
found

that her hand was not bespoken in the
next dance; but he did not find that it
had been reserved on purpose for him.

When the dance ' was over, Eugene,
at her request, accompanied her into a
private parlor in the hotel, where be
found an elderly, rough-lookin- g gentle
man in black broadcloth. ! ,

'My father,' said she, archly.
Mr. Ballard! is it possible?' ) . " " '

'Fact,' said the 'I am
a Mississippi planter just now, and on
your return I- - should be happy to meet
you on my estate .; .; -- .: ; c

'I am utterly confounded exclaimed
Eugene. - J :W. - i 1

'Well, vou needn t be. I bought a
plantation of my friend, Colonel Powell,
about a week after ' you left the wood- -
yard. I on. see, stranger, you took a
notion to my girl here, and I want to
show folks that she is full as good as the
best of them. - And as to money, I'll
bet I can buy your, father out, and then
have a dime or two left.' - '

;

'My father has made our social posi
tions equal,- - Jiugene, . added Evelyne,
smiling, while a deep blush mantled her
peerless brow, a "k.-- j -- - ;

Eugene blushed too as he remembered
thb conversation that passed between
them at the wood-yar- d. -- i , i; --

r t.

O, it's all right, young: man. , You
like the girl; and she likes yen; that's
the whole story, I take it, and now yoa
can send for the parson if you choose,'
said the ' ", .

'Pray let me introduce you to my
father,' said Eugene.- - v-- i

.Sartih, if yen sajt so. , l u :i f k;
' ': ..'. fi i !:. i Hi.i. j'

They were married a short tine after.
and returned to the- South a wedded
couple, to the. entire satisfaction of the
families of both parties, i Ben Ballard
never liked the feeling of the: black
broadcloths, and once on his plantation,
he threw them all off, and donned the
garb of the wood-ma- n. But he was

esteemed and respected, and in spite of
his repugnance to superfine garments,
was sent 10 tne legislature of his state
at the last session.

A Hero akd his Gkatx. A corres-

pondent at Shepardstown, Va., who was

a fellow-soldie- r, has paid the following
brief tribute to a gallant hero, who
now has his grave in the rolling surge
of the Atlantic:

Col. John M. Washington, who was
lost from on board the steamer
San Francisco, and whose death will
send a shock to thousands of his friends
in the United States, in' Mexico was as
gallant a soldier, as perfect a gentleman,
and as pure a man as ever breathed the
breath of life. 'I knew him well, Hora-
tio,' and believe that if the acts of his
life had been written on his forehead,
he would not have drawn his hat over
it. '

It will be recollected that he com
manded the breast-wor- k battery on the
extreme right of our line at the battle
of Buena Vista where, with his four
guns, he effectually checked every effort
of the enemy to turn their flank. His
other two guns were on the field, under
the command of a subaltern. At the
close of the battle, when the enemy
made his last and expiring effort to re-

cover the day, by the charge of five
thousand lancers upon McKee's Ken-

tucky, and Harding's Illinois Regi-

ments, Washington's guns were loaded
with shell, and fearing that in their ex-

plosionJ they might injure our own
I
' "t rnsr lie deliberately drew every shell,

rina,!,1(i rnnn, nnj ,s
the cnem me down on the devoted
regimenu, he opened his fire again, and
mowed thcm down like h before
th)J g the B this limel ftnd unusnal

; -- 1 ! r i. . a .1 :

...:V . !...
BCtjon agaillf which, combining with
Washington's,' drove the enemy from

held and 'won the day.- -

Santa Anna. A correspondent of
the New Orleans Delta, writing from
Vera Cruz under date of the 7th inst.,
makes the following statements with
reference to Santa Anna, and two other
men of distinction in Mexico:

Santa Anna's power is increasing to
all appearances and probably in
ty from day to day. The papers are
filled with new 'adhesions' to the present
plan or 'platform.' Some over-zealo-

adherents imitatinir the example of
obscure village papers in the United
States, who are anxious to be the first... . - ....
to hoist the name ot anew candidate
for the Presidency insist upon it, that
nothing less than the conferring of the
title of Emperor upon him, can prove
their sense of what he deserves of his
country. Meanwhile, the recipient of
these honors is paying one of the
ties of greatness. He lives in constant
apprehension of attempts upon his fife
by poison eats nothing but that which
a faithful and devoted sister prepares
and sends to him, carefully locked up in
a large covered tray. It is said that at
his own banquets he dare not eat.

"Uneasy rests the head that wears a crown."

The General Lombardain, recently
dead, is suspected to have been pois-

oned, and tlie French physician who
attended him during his fatal illness
has been arrested.' ,

Gen. Alverez, called the chief of the
Pinto, or Painted people, who has been
quite a thoru in the side of bant a Anna,
as well as other Mexican rulers, has

!jbcefl com It.te pacified 8nd won over
to the present Government by judicious
and conciliatory measures, among other
thing3 the bestowal upon bim of the
Grand. Cross of the order of Guada-
1UP8' "

: , , - .', .
'.'

Wonders or Philosopht. The poly-

pus, like the fabled hydra, receives new
life from the ' knife lifted to destroy it.
The fly spider lays an egg as long as
itself.. t here are lour inousana ana
forty-on- e muscles in the caterpillar.
Hook discovered fourteen thousand mir-

rors in the eye of the drone; and to ef-

fect the respiration of a carp, thir teen-thousa-

three hundred arteries, ves-

sels, veins, bonds, etc--, are necessary.
The body of every spider contains four
little masses pierced with a multitude
of imperceptible holes, each hole per-

mitting the passage of a single thread,
all the threads to the amount of a thous-
and to each mass, join together, when
they come out ana make the single
thread with which the spider spins its
web, - so that what we call the spider's
thread consists of more than four thous
and united.' Lewenhock, by means of;

rl
microscope, observed spiders not bigger
than a grain of sand, who spun thread
so fine that it took four thousand of
them to . equal in magnitude a single

.:,.; ,hair. ; -- ! jj

X"Mr. Horace L. Curtis, a gentle--

man from Gallipolis, Ohio, on Saturday,
squared around! a peaceable citizen, on
Front street, wanting to fight him. - Mr. in
Frost, the defendant, not feeling like

fighting, declined the invitation. , A
policeman came up and took Curtis to

the watch house, where Mr. J. F. Hoy,
gave such an" extraordinary good 'br
actcr of the fighting man, before Judge

Spooner, next morning, that his honor
let him off leniently, on five dollars and
costs. Cin. Suk. . . . be

Th Loss or a Wirx. In compari-
son with the loss of a wife, all other
bereavements are trifling. The wife!
she who fills so large a space in the do
mestic heaven; she who ousied herself
so unweariedly for the precious ones
around her; bitter, bitter is the tear
that falls upon her cold clay! You
stand beside her coffin and think of the
past. It seems an amber colored path
way, where the sun shown upon beauti
ful Sowers, or the stars hung glittering
ovebead. Fain would the soul linger
there. No thorns are remember above
that sweet clay, save those your hands
may unwillingly have planted. Her
noble, tender heart lies upen to your
inmost sigh. You think of hernowas
all gentleness, all beauty, all' purity.
But she is dead! I he dear bead that
laid upon your bosom, rests in the still
darkness, upon a pillow of clay. The
hands that have administered so un-
tiringly, are folded, white and cold, be-

neath the gloomy portals. The heart
whose every beat measured an eternity
of love lies under your feet. The flow-
ers she bent over with smiles, bend now
over her in tears, shaking the dew from
their petals, that the verdure may be
kept green and beautiful.

lhere is no white, arm over your
shoulder; no speaking face to look up
into the eye of Love; no trembling lips
to murmur, '0, it is so sad."

There is so strange a hush in everv
room, no light footstep passing around.

o smile to greet you at the nightfall.
And the old clock ticks and strikes, and
ticks it was such music when she could
hear it. Now it seems a knell on the
hours through which you watched the
shadows of death gathering upon her
sweet face.

And every day the clock repeats that
old story. Many another tale it telleth,
too, of beautiful words and deeds that
are registered above. You feel O,
bow often that the grave cannot keep
her.

Dreadful Sckne on Board a Ship--
weickid Vbbssl. It has been alreadv
stated that the ship Chauncey Jerome
had gone ashore below New York on
Wednesday night, the 11th inst. On
the next day all the passengers, except
ten, and the crew were got on shore and
and the ship left by the captain in
charge of the second mate until morn-
ing, in consequence of an increase in
the storm. No sooner had the captain
left than the crew mutinied, broke into
the cabin, robbed trunks, and took pos
session of a keg of whisky, of which
they . drank freely, and the leader.
seizing an axe, declared himself captain

As all the lower decks were under
water, the remaining passengers were
obliged to take refuge with the seamen
in the forecastle; the consequence was,
that as soon as the liquor began to have I

its effect, the crowded forecastle became I

a perfect pandemonium. The wild roar 1 3
of the surf, as it rolled over the beach
and dashed against the ship, became
broken with the rioting of the bach- -

anals; and soon the whole party became
quarrelsome; and the head fellow be
gan the fight by attacking a Dutch sail
or; and the fight became general; fists,
boots, knives, hammers, belaying pins, of
handspikes, and marling spikes were
freely bandied. I el

Ibe fight continued for a long time, I

without the second mate being able to
exert any effectual check upon their a
proceedings. In the meantime one of I of
the frightened passengers jumped over- -

board, but was fortunately washed
ashore by the surf. . Harry Wilson. One I

of the sailors attacked by the drunken
party, had Lis skull fractured and one
of his hands broken, v Geo. Chambers, I

another sailor,, tad a thumb on one
band, a finger on the other bitten off,

wpre rwith Ivin.r u-- nH hllnn-- '

The leader of the revolt has since bei
arrested: !. ' i - ..i 1

Shocktxg Tracedt at Lexington, i

Va A young man named Thomas to
Blackburn, a son of Dr. R. 8. Black- - of
burn, of Charleston, Va., and a cadet at I es
the Militarv Institute at Lexinrton. in" a . ' I

that State, whs killed, on Sunday last, ed
by a young man named Christian, a I

member of Judge lirockenborough's
Law. School. The Woodstnr-- Tenth
Legion gives the following particulars of as
tbe sad ahair: .1

Christian had sought and obtained an i

introduction tn a vnnnr laH v a rintin I

of Blackburn, and by her consent had
made an arrangement to accompany her
to churrh. KlatthmiK i'nfnrmf th. . . I
voung Jadv that. Christian was not a

I .

tntahle ivrann for hr In av iat With.

whereupon she wrote the latter a note
rinrr to hs wlpwd from hw arrange- -

montWuam,. rfcntlan demanded
nf rt. nam. f" ,! traducer. when that
mihnm .rbn.M.rorl that he had "at.
given the information to his cousin, and
that he was responsible to him., "..' The

iiii - i - -Un BaDOam evouiug,
ed himself with a bowie knueand went)

the door of the church to await the
arrival of Blackburn.. The hitter came,

company wim a iaujr.. . vuxuusu take
asked Blackburn to step .aside with of
him. When they had proceeded a few get
steps from the church door. Christian or
cut him in the neck with the knife, en-

tirely severing one of the carotid ar-
teries,

ple
causeng his death instantly. ?

X3rHope always for the best, and eCne
cheerful.

How TO till A Tkachir. A gen-
tleman from Swampville State of New
York, was tellina how many different"
occupations he had attempted. Among
others he had tried school teaching.

"How long did you teach?" asked
a bystander. ,

"Wal, I didn't teach long; that is, I ;

only went to hire out!"
"Did you" hire out?"
"Wal, I didn't hire out; I only vent

to hire out?"
"Why did you give it up?"

' '

"Wal, I give it up for some reaon
or 'nuther. You see, I traveled into a
dittriet and inquired for the trustees.
Somebody said Mr. Snickles was the
man I wanted to see. So I found Mr,
Snickles named my object and asked
him what he thought about letting me '

try my luck with the big boys and un-
ruly gals in the district. He wanted to
know if Iraaly thought myself capable,'
snd I told him I wouldn't mind his ask-

ing me a few easy questions in 'rithme- - .

tic and "gography, or showing my hand-
writing. But he said no, nevermind;
he could tell a good teacher by his .

ffait." "

"Let me see you walk off a little
ways," says he, and I can tell,' says he,
"jis's well's I'd heerd you examined,"
says he.

"lie sot in the door as he spoke, and
I thought he looked a little scittish; but
I was consid'rable frustrated, and didn't
mind much, so I turned about and walk-

ed off as fast as I know'd how. He
said he'd tell me when to stop, sol
kep' on till I thought I'd gone about far
enongh then I s'pected s'thing to pay,
and looked round. Wal, the door was
shet and Snickles was gone!" " "

"Did you go back?" .
'"Wal. no I didnt go back."

"Did you apply for another school?"
"Wal, no I didn't apply for another 5

school," said the gentleman from $
SwampviUe. "I rather judge mj ap. '

pearance was against me." 7 ..

Matrimonial Facts. Because eve-

rybody is interested ia matrimonial as
well as monetary matters, we present
the following statistics about marriages, '

in Stark Co., Ohio. We compile them
from a table in the Canton Democrat.
There were in all 398 marriages in 1853.
The largest number in any one month,
was 50, licenses for which were issued
in October. There was one man mar-- ;

ried at the age of 72, and a woman at
the age of 60. Ninety-eig- ht women
and 181 men were united when between
the ages of 21 and 26. ' The aggregate
ages of the males was B53d thatoi
the females 74991 In 37 marriages.
the female was older than the male; in '

35 the ages were the same, in 6 the
male was 12 years older than the fe- -
male. There were 331 marriages be-- "

twee n bachelors and maids; 11 mar- -
riages between bachelors and widows;

1 marriages between widowers and
widows; 35 marriages between widow-

crs and maids. There was one mar
nage between a widower oi vz ana a
widow of 35; one between a widower of
47 and a maid of 23; one between a
widower -- of 50 and a maid of 24; one '

between a widower of 36 and a widow
52; one between a widower of 25

and a widow of 25; one between a bach--
or of 47 and a maid of 47; one bc- -

tween a bachelor of 43 and a maid of
50; one between a bachelor of 27 and

maid of 26; one between a bachelor
49 and a widow of 26; and one be- -

tween a bachelor of 29 and widow ot
60. The youngest couple married were
aged 19 and 16; The youngest widow
married was aged 23 years;, tbe young- -
est' widower married was aged 25; the
oldest bachelor married was aged 49;
the. oldest maid married was aget 4.7.

"A SlSCULAR ' TREK.SeVCn milet
from Oregon City, there ia a species of .,
evergreen tree,, which aoounas. pienu-- ,
fully, of a character altogether, pecu
liar. It is thus described;

"The tree vanes in heighth from one ,
seven feet;, the leaf resembles that
the pear, while the trunk and branch- -
look like those of the orange tree.

The upper side of the leaf is thinlv coat- -
. . f . . . . "

with a gum having the appearance oi ,

oil, and of the consistence of honey.
Handling them causes the gum to aa- -

here lightlv to the fingers. The gum.
well as the leaf and bark, are highly

odorous, am iragrance, wiucu i h1"1
strong, resembles that of Bergamont or
rirje frujL and S few leaves are SUfl- l-

cient to perfume a room. , A leaf, fully
wrapt up in paper, so as to be entirely
concealed, was handed to several per- -. i. n .... T 1sons, --" - :"hum" ""j "u"..n i u i v : - :a 11
teii. vj uicm, wmcu lb wan. . Jul
expressed themselves highly delighted

.

iragrance, out gave oiuerenn
answers as to it character. Borne said

it smelled. like ripe pears;
u was Bergamont; whUe others .

thought it smelled like ripe apples.

flowerjrcsembles that of the whita
- . :...-- : ... j .,s- -- ; -- . tt t, : ,;-t

xyForwarders on the railroad, both
and West of us, have refused to

freight for this city, in cXnsequence
which our merchants are unable to

their goods from Buffalo, Dunkirk
Cleveland. Erie Chron.' ". '
This is just retribution. ' As the peo

of Erie have chosen to "tow the
wind, they should be. left "reap the '
whirlwind." Business men should de- -

all traffic with them. They deserve


